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A SONG OF SERVITUDE.

“‘ll nn ;mrng ot u&h Ehn.IT T’I}ln mnde;
fang of sym ¥ In grief and jos,
The old and rnu%‘:. the proud nurlho be-

tenyod,
AlL all must serve, for all must be obeyed.

Thare are no tyrants but the serving ones,
There are no servants but the ruling men:

The Captaln conguers with hia army s guns,

But be himself s conguered by his sons.

What is & paront but a daughter's alave,
A #on's retniner when the lad is {117
Tho grost Oreator lovoes the good nand breave,
And makes u Uower the apokosman of &
BTAVE

Tho son {8 Aorvant In his father's halls:
The unilu-h!er Is ber mother's mald-of-
works

The wren must answar whon the rohin onlls:
And l;l‘lnll must take the raindrop when it
alls.

There are no “ups” in life; thore are no
“downsa;"
For "iiigh' and “low" are words of like de-

Broo;
Ho who is i'ght of heart when Fortune
frowna,
He l#a k ng, though nameiea ip the towns,

None 18 80 lofty as the sage who pears,
None <o un-high as he who will not kneal.

The Lircese Is servant to the sumimer days,

And he s bowid 1o most who most oboys,

Thes=e are the maxims that I take to hoeart
Do vhow accept them, reader, for thine
own
Love well thy work; bo trathlful in the mart,
Anid foes will praise (hee when thy frisuds
duepnrt,

None shall upbeaid thee, then, for thine es.

nie,
Or i-lbm!r thee meaner than thou art in
ruth,
Make frionds w th death; and God, whols so

great
Ho will ussist thee to a nobior fate.

None are unilt to serve: none on their knees
Unfit to pray, when sound the bolis of
doom
The tlowers are servanta to tho ?Ilﬂ'rlm bees,
And wintry w.nds nre tyrants of the treas.

All things obay: all things Incur a dehty
Anid wll must pav the same, or sooh or late,
The sun will F se batmes, but he must set:
And man must seek the laws he would for-
geL.

Thero ire no truants in the universs,
No falso accounts, no treachery, no con-
tempt.
The work we do, the good th'ngs we re-
hearse,
Are boons of nature basely named & curse.

*Give us our daily bread!" the children
PIray,
And mzthern plead for them, whilo thus
thoy spoak.
But “Give us work, O, God!" we men should

Eny,
"l'h‘;n- may galn our bremd from day to
ay.

"Tis n&l alono tho crown that makes the

Ing;

"Tig sorviee dnne. ‘tis duty to his kind,
The lurk that sonrs so lugh ta quick to sing.,
But proud to y.eld subservience to the

spring.
And r?l who scrve ourselves, whate'sr bo-
nll—

t)!lrlnr'i\'e-i and those we need, and those we

ove—

Dare we forget, at joy or sorcow's call,
The service due to God, who serves us all?
—Eirfe Maskay, in N, ¥, [ndepondent.

A QUIXOTIC FANCY.

How It Was at Last Quite Dis-
pelled.
o —

I thought'hor the most beauatiful woman
in the worll. I wordhiped her with a
passionate girlish adoration that can only
be comprehenuded by those who have had a
like expoerience to my own. How it came
about that an intimacy should have sprung
up botween the fashionable Mis. Dalyol, of
Dalyel Court, Warnshire--a Fronchwoman
by birth, but now the widow of a wealthy
Englishman—and my small insignifieant
soll, will bo soen by the couversation which
took place the morning after I arvived on a
visi® to her at Dath. We were sitting in o
private room of the Grand Hotel, overlook-
ing the busy thoroughfare of Btall stroet,
aud wero watching with a melancholy in-
terest the numerous Bath chinirs with their
sad-ayed ocrvgants passing in endless woe-
esssion to and fro. Contrasting the lot of
those poor sufferers with my own, my heart
overflowed at the thought of all Mis. Dalyel
bad done for me, and turning to her I tried
to express in a fow broken words some of
the gratitude 1 felt. Bbe silenced me at
woncs. *Dear Lucy,” she said in her musioal
volee, with the slight touch of foreign ac.
cent which gave to ber speaking such o
charm: “dear Lucy, after all what is it
that 1 have donel’ Why, truly nothing!
You exaggerate the facts, my child. [ was
in London for the season, and, like others
of my friends, I took the pottery crazs, and

oined a class at Powsll and Storm's. You
gt that class, and [ took a wonderful
liking to my charming little teacher. The
other day a celebruted pbysician spoke to
me extollingly of Bath. | decided at once
40 como bere—as a proeventive rather than
o cure, for, thank heaven, my boslth is
excellent. I came, but found it uull; oh!
80 dnll.  Then suddenly remembering that
your bolidays were now going on, | wrote

inviting you to join me bore. In whort, I
wanted you to amuse me, Lucy. You owe
me no thanks for that."

My poor father—"" I began.
“Haswas ill, blind, dyi;l;ﬁ. when 1 knew
;{ou first. That secounted for your poor
ittle whito face and oft-times tearful eyes.
You bad to toil and slave to carn money,
that he might not want for uscessaries.
When I learned this iny heart blel for
ﬂ;.nr trouble, and [—who had more money
u I could spend upon mysolf—gave you
somo ol it for him. [ sent also a little fruit,
a little wine. a doctor. Ah! [ belisve he
'I'?’l little doctor too! Hay, was it not
o
“Dear Mra. Dalyel, do
fng that you made my father's last days
bappier. that yon gave him what all m
loving toil could not procure! My an
tude—"'

“Pshaw! Child, speak not of titude.
It consistsa but in the name. ‘ll.-t.is the
mrest—"'
But mine—"" I protestad.
*"Al, yours will doubtiess bear fruit such
as the world bay never known. It will en-
able you to move mountajus—to give up
kingdoms for iny sake."
“Why do you langh!" [ asked, much
runmt “Bince I can remember any thing
bave lived only for m father—and my
:iﬁln m t&-&yl - I live for oon;
g more; to prove to you that there
such a thing as gratitnde."
“Dear L enthusinst "
e i quick
me to your of as A you
will. Butsse how the mngpl{ht: I
o | gy ...
momen ater we crossed the
wtreot and passed under the
the pump-room where Mre. Dalyel took her
mol‘vuu:‘ rr.:...u luoud.ntlnnd a:
atone small oa within
cordon, signing

but ey

ou count it noth-

£

med M
. **Then be it so. coll'nl tim

—

aﬂm confusion, friexe and capital and
mn. I! glutc.{-_d n:;mm?rll n‘t tnn fow
persons inspecting the ruins, all wore
strangers %o me. I paused on the
stone stepa laid there by our mighty con.
erors sixtesm conturies bafore, and
own Into the dark waters of the bath.
Presently alittle psbble, so small itscarcely
oaused a ripple, was flung into the water closs
to me. Guossing it to be a signal, I turnod
came and stepped out of the sunshine into
® shadow of some vaunlted masonry.
There bofore an eassl wtood the ‘“one
man in the world to me' He drew
me to him ln the shade, the large canvas
on the sasel l'orml;:r a friendly screen ba-
fore us. Ha look into my eyes, and
kissedd my lips: and [—what wonder that
my pulses throbbed, and that my heart beat
high with hnru!nml My short life, hith-
orto so weighted with care, secomed bathed
in sunshine now,

“1 may toll Mrs. Dalyel our seorett™ I
asked Horace as we were about to part to
moeot again on the same spot next day.

‘No, Lucy," he said, “‘not yet; but soon.”
And as his will was mine 1 agreed to kesp
;hn secret of my engagement yot a little
onger,

Thres days went by, three happy days;
for each morning I met my lover at onr
chosen and nrppmnﬂy safe trysting place,
Buton the fourth, as wo sat in our cool
retreat, I saw to my inexpressible dismay
the tall and gracefal figure of Mra, Dalyel
crossing leisurely the open space bafore us.
Horacs, whispering me to sit still, rose,
altered quickly and doxtarously the posi-
tion of hin casel—so that while it still sorved
A& & noresn to me, he himsslf stood out in
the sunshine—then took up his brush and
palette and began mdplint. Mra Dalyel
saw him instanfly, and [ was struck with
the look that came into her face on doln
#0. It was unmistakably ons of recogni-
tion and of startled, g;ndy sarpriso.

“Mr. Lorenzo!" she exclaimed, when she
bad come quite close to him. Horace
raised his hat, but nl:jmrentiy did not see
the outstratched bhand.

“No doubt you are su
here, Mrs, Da 3]-:1." he said. “Ileft Rome
about a month since and came to Lon-
don. Iran down here bocause—'' The
pause he mads appearad signifioant.

“You knew that I waz in Bath! You
came to ssek me!"

Her voice was so soft and low, it thrilled
me. What a revelation it contained.
Scarcoly breathing, I awaited his reply.

“Here is my excuse,” he answersd, sva-
sivoly, ealling attention to his work. “*Yon
soe | lmlrnlntiug a picture of this place, 1
am building up thoss ruins as they inay
bave been in the golden daysof their glory,

rised to ind me

" ghe T 3

instantly in the "‘“"’F whenoe the pebble | bro

m——

Bath, to read to you, but wo mismed each
other wsomohow, and since then other
thoughts have fllied my mind. He says: ‘1
am rutlr £0 IAITY your proteges A¢ soom
as she will have me, and will eall u agun
on the evoning of the day you receive thia
lotter.' It is short and to &a point. He has
plenty of strong. good senss, thin dear
stookbroker cousin, you may be surs!
My wolicitor talls me he is not rich. Htook-
king has not flourished with bim it

But with my fortune—mine that I

will make quite & grand matob, my ohild,
Stand up and let me lovk at you, little
bride slect."

Machanioally, at her bidding, 1 stood up.
What olse was thers for e but to obey?

“What a r littls ‘rembling mouse it
fs! How white and s_ared you look. Oh,
bt E“ will be wvery hlpgz with your
stookbroker—far bhappler than painting
antl and plates, my doar. He will be hers

r-night—and my lover too."

1 was still standing in front of bor and
she was looking at me with her beautifual
oyes and smiling red lips. 1 tried to speak
but knew not what to say. In my agony,
my right hand clutched a little cord abonut
my throat. Bo strong was the grasp that
the thread snapped suddenly, and o lar
medaltlon, till tLan concealed, fell to the
ground at Mrs. Dalyol's fest. She saw nt
a glance it was a miniature of Horacs, and
looked at it oloni{ ns she took it in her
hands, then from it to me.

“How camse you by this!" she asked, in a
tone in which pride was strangely mingled
with surpriso.

*Mrs. Dalyel, Ipainted it from memory."

“You! Is it possible you know Mr.
Lorenzo! Why are you so slow in an-
swering! Bpeak, Luoy."

“I know him many yeara ago,” I replied,
in s voice I did not recognize as my own.
“"He lodzed in our house. We were always

oor, you know., He lodged with us in
sondon before be went to Rome. I wasa
child then”

“Buat this s a pieture of him as he isnow.
It is like, wonderfully like." sho anid, look-
ing at it absently. then suddenly up at me,
“Hut, child, ehild, whiy do you look like
that! There is somathing more, Tell me,
for heavan's sake tell mo—" She caught
my lands and hold them so tightly that
she hurt, whils bor eyes seamad to burn like
fire into mine, “Tell ms—what is this man
—to youl"

“To mel Tome!" Igasped, all the sup-
!m.-lwd pastion in me rising at her words:
‘Mra. Dalyal, thow oan von suppose that
he isany thing to me! Have you not said
he In—your lovert"

And snatching my hand away, I fled
swiltly to my room. On reaching my own
little chambor I sat down at tho tollet-table

and pling them with igures of the past.”
) ﬁ:o ast “0, at seol

you again, I can think but of ons past. The
Lime, five years mgo. The scene, Rome.
The actors, Ly:u and myself. Have you quits
forgotten, Lorenzo!"

“1 have forgotten nothing,” heanswered,
in the hardest, bitterest tones I ever heard:
and he continued to paint vigorously, while
Mrs. Dalyel, from beneath the shadow of
her deep laca-bordered parasol, watched
him with a feverish look in her fine dark
eyes.

““Since we parted, Mr. Lorenzo," she said
gently, “I have seen vour name rise grad-
ually to fame. Fortune has been kind to
you, whilst J—"

“Whilst you are as handsome as aver: as
rich, and I trust as happy." Bhe laughed,
a little disdainfully, it ssemed.

“You judge by appearances,’ she sald,
“To tell you the truth, [am most greatly
changed."

“Not in my eyes, at least,” he answered,
in deop, concentrated tones that made me
shiver and turn cold. Then she bent her
proud head closs to his—so close—and
spoke rapidly & few words that I could not

hear. But he drew back, and to allappear-
ance irrevalently asksd: *“You are not
alone here, Mrs. Dalyal!”

“No. Ihave with'me a little proteges: a
young girl whom I have taken up."

“"Another whim of the moment!' he
asked, bitterly.

“What wou{d you!" she returned, with n
slight shrug and her most pronounced
French maoner, “We idle womsn who
have no ties—we take what you English
eall ‘a eraze’ for this or that—"

“When ‘this or that' mesans man or
woman, then I say the play is sometimes
dangerous for the victim," he interrupted.
“*Perhaps 1 speak too feslingly. This is
scarcely the place, nor is it yet time to
enter on—""

“Come to the hotel," she said, not allow-
ing him to finish his sentence. ‘‘When
may [ expect yoo ("

or & momsnt he seamad to hesitate,
then sald in a firm, low voice: “It was
my intention to call on you this evening.
I will do so.™

He want on pa.inr.inE. d naw o fash of

triumph leap into ber eyes. Then she
bowed sud tarned away, 1 rose from my
dark corner, thinking to pasi Hormes un-
perceived. He had dropped his brush and
stood gazing after Mrs. Dalyel, seemingly
104t in thought—thought that was pleasur-
able, for he amiled.
“Don't run away like that, Lucy!" he
eried, hurriedly catching at my dress as [
brushed by. ldarad not trust mysalf to
speak, much leas to remain, but shaking
myself [ree from his detaining hand. 1 Asd
across the open space and up the woodan
ladder, scared and breathless. There 1
turned, and lookingdown on the scena I had
quitted, saw the sunshine gilding the
broken mlumu!,ﬁllstanlng in the waters
of the bath, and Horace standing where 1
had loft him with a bright amile on his lips.
I pressed my hands befors my oyes to shut
out the sight, and, shivering, made my way
back to the hotel.

most Mrs, Dalyel at lunch, I made an ex-
case to remaln in my own room., but on
joining her later, was struck with the
change in her. Her cheeks were flushed,
bher beautiful eyes beamesd with a new light
in them. 8hs looked handsomer than I had
ever woon her. And I—I watohed her with
s pain at my heart that was new and
strange to me. When the wretched dinner

Too miserable, too mystifled, to dare to (

d and helpless. A long time must have
passed for i# was dark when some one
knocked at my bed-room door. It was Mrs,
Dalyel's maid.

“Will you pleass go to the sitting-room,
Miss Vane,' she said. Andthe next moment,
withont a pause for thought, I was turning
the bandle of that door.

The bright light dazzled me at first, but I
was able to perceive that thers were two
persons in the room—Mrs. Dalyel and a
gentleman. Hs had his face turned from

curtains,

Mrs. Dalyel rose, Bhe was deadly pale;
ber lips comprossed and bloodless; her md
was thrown back pmudlf. She scarcely
ssomed to see mo, but the look in her eyes
was terrible.

“Lucy Vane." she said in & hard, set
voice, out of which all the old music had
departed: "1 told you that [ was interested
in your wellare, and that, in accordance
with the custom of my country, I was ar
rangtngh a marriage for you. You are
aware that my Iate husband's cousin is
ready to marry you. He is here, and de-
sires that I present him to you. Miss Vane
—Mr. Horace Dalyel.”

8o saying, and suwin.g herself up to her
full beight, she swept proudly from the
room. orace! 1 & d at the name,
then raised my eyes to the man who, after
she had pronounced his name—and not be-
forae—turned and came a few steps towards
me. My hoart gave a bound and then stood
atill at sight of him.

‘““Ah, what a charming little comedy this
has besn!" he exclaimed, lnughing, as he
came forward eagerly with outstretched
bands; but I clasped mine behind me and
drew back.

“Lucy. won't you speak to me till 1 ex-
glllu! Well, then, my darling, sit down

ere while I tell you my story as short as I
can maks it, for] want to ses you your
own dear, smiling self again."
I sauk mechanically into the chair he
placed for me, nnd he continued :
“You know when I lodged with you that
I was bent upon hoInF an artist, but I did
not tell you my rasal name or that my
courin—many years my senfor and mjy
guardian—dil all he could to dissuade me
from my intsntion. I determined to bethe
master of §my own destiny, however, and,
without infnrminﬁ alyone excspt vyour
father. [ went to Roms and studied thers
under the name you know me by—Lorenzo.
In order to enjoy my freedom to the fullest
aud to ‘snnp wll links of babit,’ 1 gave out
that I had gone upon the Stock Exohange.

I completsly ostracised mysell from wmy
cousin and his set.”’

ad aussd a momont, then went on mors
rapidly:

In Rome, many yeara aftarwands, by a
strange fatality,l encountered my cous-
in's widow, an'l—I do not deny—lell des.
perately in love with her. Bhe gave e
every encouragsment, and it did not ap-
pear to m3 uroaumptuom to believe her
assion real, knowing sy [ did, that aceord-
pg to my cousin’s will, if she married
ag«in, the bulk of her fortune would be
ne, Hut she behaved infamously: re-
fused me with the utmost arrogmncs, call-
ing mo adventurer. fortane hunter, I know
not what; little thinking that s

with me wa: the solo way to keep her
wealth, instaad of forfeiting It, You may
be sure I did not enlighten her on the
point; but I swore to be revenged. A rare

was over—which ono of us could not touch
for happiness, the other for very misery—
I was about to leave the room, but Mrs.
Dalyel called me to her, bidding me be
ssated on a low stool at her feet, my hand
close clasped in hers. Bhe said: “‘Lucy,
my liking for you is no idle whim. I love
you dearly. s proof of this 1 have
something to tell you that coomcerns you
very clossly. Bul flrst of all [ shall maks
a confession to you that regards mywself.
You love mo, child!" she asked, lsaning
*For sois veply. T sd my Ii th
'or sols reply, I pressad my lips upon the
band I hald, -Ku. Il,l“ continusd :
“When quite young I married Mr, Dal-
yel. My parents arp the marriage

widowhood over, I went to Roms, When
there [ took & craze for art, studled for
several months undsr one of the first
artists, and becams acquainted with a

oung man named Loreazo, also studying
n the same studio. He was many years
younger than myself; very me,
charming companion, devoted to an
vory scon became ually —or rhaps
Well, what

- ﬁ 1 Illlvo‘lldm :1

encon m—al & or
vou.‘ gtumno—hus never for one I:;
ment believed he was sufficiently infetu-

snd presumpiuous to ask md to marry
him. He not on yuh:llnlin bo bis wife,
bowever, but ssemed sstounded by my
™ lsughed as him, to
scorn & propesal from s man s0 youug,
unknown, and above d};ﬂnﬂu& We
mu r-mu“w‘ gt gy 1o
g.m::’n Y, 1 bl,:t..;w,b;v. alas,
Nnmld artiat, whom

1 nﬂ‘ scorned in v
a

| By e 1, 2% 2%

trembling, surprised st my pre-
b 12 S et Tho e oo
younp&oﬂ. A having once

was 80 auswor 80 my
¥i

according to the mpproved French custom. | standi' he questioned, ltersd tone.
Bix yearsago my husband died, lnvlui me “"""—7“ expect mo to enjoy ‘the little
a large fortuns, the bulk of which, how- | comedy' 1™ I asked with a halt sob, which
ever in the event of my maki s second, | [ in vain tried to suppress.

marriage, to his only relative; a man “Why noti" and ho sought to take my
of whom I know nothing, uust that be | band.

di bimselt in my busband's eyes by | “Becauss to me it is more tragedy than
golng into The firat yoar of my | comedy,” I answered, striving to brace

thank | , O
did not know, or
e te me, the fact

pportunity t?"’::m tsell on d.lmm t.;“-
you to ba r pro . er.

:I:ﬁl more unigue, mmhu. a fow
diys since, she wrote to her lawyer to |
negotiate a mu'rhgu between the poor,
despised, plebeian stockbroker cousin and
her dear pro , Lucy Vane. The letter
was forwarded to moe hers and I made a
draft of the answerto hs copled by tho
lawyor's clork and re-inclosed to M.
Dalyel.
*Lucy, the little comady is ended. The
denousment came sbout most satisfac-
torily, and behold me, your true lover, here
by Madams, my cousin's orders, to o
love to you!"

He laughed out morrily, but stopping
suddenly: “you mmlﬁnlmh——nndw-

Ana

every nerve to calmness, an
to all ontward show.
“We view the matter th

sacceeding
different

lights, it appears, Lucy. And it is hard—
Just & little rd on me, I to take it
as youdo. You are so utterly unlike your
old' dear self—is it Mrs. Dalyel's banefal
influence! You know I strongly
to this visit, but you wero in-
fatuated with the woman

“Mr. Dalysl, I muss loave you. All is at

¢ w'ﬂllﬁ"!llﬂ.m up and
L T duu“t:uu
“Bat, Luoy, n&o-n ng,
slngl muadness! Whatever hascome over
you ,Yol surely are satisfied that Ido
-? n?t“m l!:i I bave my own
ru:::ltorm‘oumu&n-m, wa
must be strangers. Nothing that you can

will alter this Plo

me poasi.’’ ;
“Then uluumrlghlh these
nmuw’ ourssll. It ﬂumjm
lbllroll-llm thoy are,”

what
how could I' How could I, since be
sought to conocsal from
that Mre. Dalyel loved him!

1 ydrs. Daiol s 30 besuithal, a0 good—"
B, my dearest girl, whes 14l you

“Are you

seems,
shall forfeit to marry the man I love—you | ried

me: he was partly hidden by the window- | th

It was a bappy thought, for by that means p

aa | to nize of outting,

aro, my portmantesn on s cab bofore the
Nrs. Dalyol” I sald falteringly, 1 have

come to
tn

e on her

“Where are going!" she asked, coldly.
“To my old "life. To the home In whic
you found me; Inball bave all I want
—all that is good for ms,” I corrected, bur-
¥.

“Go, then."

“Yes. But]can not go like this' Hex
coldness out e to the beart. “Will you
not kiss me first! [ have loved you so!"
“I would as soon kiss an adder,” she
oried, bor eves blasing with anger. '‘Ge.
p*mnr let me woo or hearof you again.’

ith a cho sonaation In my throat 1
turned away. ling down my vail, I left
the hotel and sta on my sad and soll-

How drea

ed my two small roomas in the dull,
narrow street of Kensaington, despite the
warm waloome of the kind, motherly
woman with whom 1 lodged! But I was
detormined not to repine, I must mrt
my life as it was and make the best of it
Beuides, had I not still my art! Bo
I set about putting my [ittle studio
In order, taking from ere I had
stowed them, ny‘bltn of china, my hgn-
try, rnlr mens of painted glass. in
done, myself down to paint a ;plague.
But alas, my hand seemed to have lost ite
cunning, my eyes their sense of color. Ah,
how I bhave laughel since at the sorr

sight that anlucky plaque presents, for

continued to paln{ at it long after it was
too dark to see. And then—and them, 1
sup| | asleap.

ou are aAwake at last!"

which it had n resting, rubbed my
eyes and began to look about me. The
gas was lighted. Was it a dream that Hor
ace stood before me!

“1followsd you from Bath by the nexi
train," he went on, excitedly., "And now
tell me, Lm.-{. tell me that youdid nol mean
what you sald to me last night.”

"y mean it. Ican never, never mar.
ry you," I answered, recovering m{ult. 1
knew now it was no dream; but that Hor
sco was really there demunthng-—us bhe un-
doubtadly had a right to do—sn explans
tion of my conduct.

“Why can not Bou marry mel"
‘““Bacause—"" 0, how could I explain?
“I know you love me, Luoy.”

“*This is cruel, wicked of you!" I cried,
m.r:n[:‘f away my face.

loving me—knowing also that 1
love you—it is cruel, wicked of yow," he
continued, uning my own words, ‘““to doom

us both to misery for no reason that I can
understand. If you persist in refusiug to
have any bhin;l to say to me, pray who will
be the gaineri’

“‘Mra. Dalyel.”

“Uroat huvenl" child! Do you imagine
that she {s at laat {n love with'me! I con-
fess I had not thonght of that!”

"'tl'honido t?t!tll'l R it H:rl:‘on. You have

met again. - possible.
"TI".!“I is indeed too rich a joke. What
en

“Hhe has been so good to me—so !
It would be such base !nm-ll'.llmtla-——ﬂ‘w‘l
“Ah, now 1 begin to see! You would
sacrifice your happiness to a Quixzotic
fancy. Butin thnrm Lucy, you should
take care to be the oa!{ sulferer. You
bave no right to spoil my life, too.”
“But would it spoil yours? Buppose
she loved you and was ready to marry you
to-morrow "
“I wonld not bave her if there were not
another woman in the world! 1 love you,
Lucy, and you uul{..dComo. swesatheart,
put all these far-fetched ideas of gratitude
anide, nsay the orusl words you spoke
last night. Tell me that—"" a paused;
wa stood close together now. He caught
my hand and pressed it unhindered to

8,

‘I love you, Horace,"” 1 whispered, “‘and
:iecidad P-’mngly. 0, can you ever for
ve mei"
He did forgive me; but Mrs, Dalyel did
not. I have never ssen her since that—
to me—most m‘ohad day at Bath. Bhe
has a new “craze™ now, I hear, and I am
glad of "it, because 1 believe if shs has that
she Is hngpy. Dressed in sable garmen
covered by a long dark cloak, she goes a
night to visit amongst the don poor,
, with o generous hand, ministering
to their needs. m‘{ look upon her as an
angel of mercy, and her name is b
the miserable and the afili
right in_ calll it “a craze!” Is
rather that her heart has softened, and that
what must have been & real trouble to he:
has opened it to Paradise!
I bave marvied Horace, and am happler
than I had theught it g)oulble to be bhere
below. 1realise now how wrong Ishould
bave been had I given him up forever, and
0 spoilt and, perhaps, wrecked two human
ives. I have never seen Mra. Dalyel since
that fatal day at BHath, but something
whispers to me ‘that the hour is not fai
distant when we shall meet once more and
she will restore to me all the affectiop sc
froely lavished upon me in the days gome
y.—E. M, Davy, in The Argony.
i G- i

WILLOWS FOR FUEL.

The Promising Ezperiment Made by »
Western lows Farmer.

A few weeks ago 1 put out 1,500
willow euttings on the shoulder side o1

space between the ridge of a machine

made diteh, 280 yards long, plowed oul
last spring, and it is expected that they
will grow one-third faster, and as much
larger, in six or seven years, than they
would in high and dry soils.
In this State, and others of the
Northwest, there are a large number of
bogs or sloughs—narrow and awk-
wardly formed parcels of marsh land—
which are most of them quite wet
several weeks in spring, producing only,
a profusion of large w: nod ocoarse
Fﬂﬂlua that are not suitable for graz-
ng or hay. Scores of miles of ditohes
were plowed through these seattered
and numerous nlon[‘ Inst spring, ocut-
ﬁnlg many of them in two lengthwise.
n my own case, there are only two
sloughs, vuylnr from four to & dozen
or sixteen rods in width, and the ditch
and its excavated bank will make an
earth basis for a good and necessary
fence. As this willow grows so freely
on molst land, both here and in En-
gland, I have decided—if I suryive till
next spr to seL out st willow
cuttings, 15 to 20 inches long, on
enouﬁ of the moist, narrow strips of
marsh land to ruise wood lots for fuel
for one or two small farms.
There was temporary doubt at first
about preventing the mewly set cut-
tings from being shaded and smotherad
by the rank growth of natural
and weeds produced on this
soil. But on oconslderation it is found
that mulching with coarse manure, old
straw, eto., will keep the grass and
weeds down, and allow the willows to
up and get » tall start in the first
wo seasons, without oheck.

The width apart of thess wood-lot
willow rows may be from 8 to 10feet, and
the distance between the set cuttings
In the rows from 2 to 4 feet, sccord

the greater th
to

bel

lhﬁl in drawing wood for fuel six or
seven yeurs hence. If the rows aver-
age feet between, this will be fqur
rows to the rod; and as, when seven

yoars grown, 2} rods in huau: of a
single row will su a cord of willow
wood for fuel, & row of 40 rods
each in length, will probably supply
six cords of homo-raised willow
wood fuel

farm-house for aslx months

wood: and only ten such rows, 40 rods

each in ] will fuel porma-
' ’Ikmﬂl‘ll

reasonable oare

in tho poles off
- 'ﬁum;

4CHOOL AND CHURCH.

—The Friends (Quakers) in England
'n;r deoroasing In numbers quite rap-

Y.

—Twenty-three of Yale's graduating
class worked thelr way through the
course.

~The University of Southern Cali.
tornin partitions itself, and has college
dopartments in six towns.

~The | t Protestant Sunday-
sohool in Philadelphin is the Bethany
Presbyterian with 2,456 scholara.

—Dr. Newmsn Hall Eas nineteen
Sunday-schools in connection with hia
shurch in London, in which there are
5,800 pupils.

—Tt is estimated that the total cost
of the new Roman Cathollo Church of
the Sacred Heart, Montmarte, Paris,
will bo 26,000,000 francs, or £1,040,000,

—Eightaen of the fifty-saven surviv-
h‘| members of President Dwight's
Ynlo class of 1849 were present at his
inauguration. The class numbered
nioety-four at graduatlon.—Hartford

—Prof. Ponbody in a sermon at Har-
vard University suggests the danger
that *athletio culture’” bo carried *
yond the needs of a liberal education’’
and sometimes to a *‘perilous extreme."
—A missionary in India sends homs a
strong protest against church lottories,
husking-bees, raiflos and all similar de-
vices for raising money. He fears lest
the heathen hear that such methods are
used by some Christian churches, and
and denounce them as discreditable to
any religion. —Christian Union,

—The General Conference of the
Mothodist Episcopal Church South took
strong ground upon the subject of
divorce. Ministers of that church are
forbidden to solemnize marriage be-
tween divorced persons while both
parties to the divorce are still living,
except in cases wh ere there was Scrip-
tural renson for granting the divorce.
—N. Y. Times,

—The **Gospsl wagon,' which the
Central Union Misslon of Washington
is using, commends itself as being the
outcome of practical common sense.
Itis an ordinary omnibus, and contains
a oabinet organ, & good choir nnd sev-
eral sponkers. Every Bunday after-
noon it is driven to regions where the
inhabitants do not often hear the Gospel
reachéd and religious services of an
nteresting character are held.— Wash-
éngton Post,
—Eolonel D, B. Siokels, formerly the
representative of the United States in
Siam. has received from Bangkok a
letter which says: *‘His Majesty is so
well pleased with the resuits of the
system of public educasion for males,
which was established a few years ago
at your s tion, that he has decided
to establish a school in this city for the
instruoction of the native women, and
it is probable that a prominent mis-
sionary lady will be placed at the head
of the inatitation.”"—N. ¥, Independent.
~The superintendent of the Buffalo
schools at a recent commencement
snid: “Our common school system
should be shaped so as to beat serve
the needs of the industrial masses. The
training of the mind should go hand in
hand with that of the body to develop
healthy and favorable conditions of
both, and to better fit graduates for
life's duties. Tothis end educators are
looking ahead to the time when Buffalo
will eatch the popularspiritof progress
that is giving prominence to several

2 | sister cities in this direction, and fur-

nish the higher grades an opportunity
to recelve elementary training of an in-
dustrial character."—Buffalo Ez i

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS

~—People open their hearts and ex-
pand when they mm{ At a wedding
they should not be called the contract~
ing purties.—New Orleans Picayune.
—There are many people who know
enongh to stir up contentions that don't
know enough to kesp out of them.—
Chicago Ledger.

—Much of the world is prejudiced
against fucts, because faots stick to the
text and don't go out of the way to
concoct a palatable medium for the
world's own nteel taste and wiso
opinions. —Phsludelphia Press.
—Chicago Life.—*Bay, bub, is thac
your mother sitting on thefrontsteps?"’
“Naw; that's the hired girl, Jenny."
*“Can 1 see your mother?" *‘Eas
'nough; go round to the kitohen door.™
—Chscago News.

—Itis sald that much sufforing is
caused an animal by defective shoeing,
This will be readily understood by no-
ticing & woman shoo s hen. The poor
bird does not know which way to.go.—
Boston Post.

—Little boy (looking up from a news-

Euper)——"Uncle. what the ‘The
reat Wonian Question’ that the papers
say so much about?” Uncle, (whols a

oynical old bachelor)—'The lgraut
woman question, did I:'r.ou say? 1sup-
w-e it is, *What did she have on?''"—
" ¥. Ledger,
—Physician (with his ear to patient's
chest): *There is a curions swellin
over the mlou of the heart, sir, whic
must be reduced at once.'' Puatient,
(anxioudyt “That *urolllng_' ia my
pooket-book, dootor, please don't re-
duce it too much "

—Customer (in barber's chair)—
“‘Were you ever s butcher?' Barber

—+*No, sir. But I:;ilmld“ VA4 A
butcher by dot Vashin, market.
He vas a butoher.” Customer—

*Yon have inherited his talent. Oaly
once over, please.— Life.
Important Command-
ment. —Sunday-school Teacher—+‘Can

y one of you little boys tell me
which of the commandments is the
most | t to keepf'  Little
Jnh:l; ;m father isan editor)—*1
gut'; ". ;Whuce.’azdmhlt.

nny?"' Johnny—- our home

p:per '—-Texas W "

—Bebe is given two
she has behaved well, *
her mother, *don't be b

e deltn et

ing, 3 ng #a

Are they f:d with wine and rum
0, N0}

Water makes the
druns r, d

Hadn- ™
8o the fresh eoolin “‘T
Weta their tiny beaks, and lo
This is how the birdies grow,
How do little ohildren
Kot by drinking rum, 1 know;
ermy. cidor, wine and

evor make them strong and falr,
No, no; lot me tell you, not
Water mahes the chiliren grow:

Ralndro or, dow-drops scattor:
metn!n'rﬁl.:‘mr Mow with ll'1lt!l';
glc, ﬂw{ bathe and deink, andlo!

Is ls how the children grow,

—Baptist Weeldy.
——
OPINIONS OF SCIENGCE.

Conecluslons of Men of Observation and
Experience, aa Complled by the "XVith
Amondmont."

I have acted on the prineiple of total
nbstinence from all aleoholic liguora
during more than twenty years, My
opinion is that the most severe labors
or privations mnay be undergone with-
out alecoholic stimulants.—Dr, Living-
slone.

We are of the opinion that the nse
of alcoholic liquors as & beverage is
productive of a large amount of phys
lcal and mental disease; that it gntails
diseased appetites and enfeebled con-
stitution upon oﬂhﬂmg; and that it is
the ocnuse of a percen of
the crime and pauperism of our large
cities and country.—Medical Associa-
ton of the United Siates, Detroil, 1874.

Most of the leading manufacturers
have made strictly temperate habits
an indispensable tﬂu—reqnl!‘lte to em-
ployment, and the least departure
therefrom a sufficient pretext for im-
mediate dismissal. *  * * What
our Legislatares permit, that our man-
ufacturing and industrial institutions,
in order to protect themselves from
ruin, are conjyﬂ]led to ;oaim'nly pro-
hibited.—A. M. Collins, M. D.

Aleohol can not, in any sense, be
considered n neecssity for the main-
tenance of healthy life. It is not a
food in any trne and S‘mtiul sense of
that term.  Labor of the severest kind,
mental and bodily, can be carried on
without it, snd stoadiest and best
work is best done without it.— Brilish
Medical Temperance .Associalion in

w?

1lam convinced that a much larger
amount of mental and bodily lubor can
be performed by those who abstain
altogether from alcoholic drinks—a
fact established by the recent experi-
ments in easting Lancaster shot in
Woolwich Arsenal, where none could
endure the mBulxim l’nt[iue but total
abstainers.—Dr. Fonques

Your memorialists have no doubt
that the rumor of a plague, or any
other pestilential disorder which might
sweep away thousands of their fellow-
citizen, would produce the most vigor-
ous and effective measurcs in our Gov-
ernment to prevent or subdue it. Your
memorialists can see no just cause why
the more certain and extensive rava-
ages of distillud spirits upon life should
not be gusrded against with correspond.
ing vigilance u?\‘(‘l exertion by the pres-
ent rulers of the United States.— Col-
lege oy Phywicians of Fhiladalphia to Con~
gress, in 1790.

We can prove with mathematical
certainty that as much flour as can lie
on the point of a table knife is more
nutritious than ellfht quarts of the best
Bavarian beer; that a person who is
able dally to consume that amount of
beor, obtains from it in a whole year,
in the most favorable case, exactly the
amonnt of nutritive econstituent which
ia contained in & five pound loaf, or in
three pounds of flesh.—Baron Liebig.

Bir Astlo Coopar. referring to his
experience ﬂl Guy's Hospital, I&ﬁclmd
that the beer-drinkers from the London
brewerles, though presenting the a|
pearance of the most rugged healt
were the most incapable of all classes
to resist discase—that trifling Injuries
smong them were liable to luad to she
most serious consequences, and that so
prone were they to succumb to disease
that hbaymw d':me:.:-ll.ﬂu die from

grene in wonnds as a8 the
Ec?nch of a pin.—Pacific !a:feal Jour-
na

I have the evidence of my own per-
sonal experience,’ and the experience
of the enormous mumbers of peo
who pass before me every year; and I
state that aleohol ls not o helper of
work, but a certaln hinderer of work;
and every man who comes to the

front of a ;ro!auinn in London is
marked by this one characteristio, that
the more

he gots, the less lnnlure
of aleohol he hkag? and his excuse is:

“] am mrr;: but I can not take it and
do my work."'—Dr. Andrew Clark, one

of the physicians (o her Majesty, the | for
n.

I protest t the notion so pre-
vy § o] that
beer is harmless, and »
lig - h{?t::bu be
uors. r

it may do in othuwnh‘iumdcu-
mates, I do not

ate
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teansmitted. —Pacifie
Journal, éndorsed by the Home
Life Ins. Co.
i Wa are of opzh: 1. That '":3
n m s
S Brory. ks a0 e
u

gﬂ'm;,wof cohollo or fer-
mentad Hquors a

as 2.
| That the most perfect health is com-

patible with total abstinence from all
such m bevorages, whether

in bﬂlﬁ ardent .Qr a8

wine, , ale, porter, clder, eto. 3.
That acoustomed to such
drinks may with perfect safoty discon-

tinue them entirely, either al once, or
gradually after a short time. 4. That
total and universal abstinence from
alecholic beveragos of all notts would
greatly contribute to the health, the
prospenty and happiness of the human
race.—2,000 Physicians of Gread
Britain,

Woe unite in the declaration that we
belicve alaohol should be classed with
other powerful 3 that when pre-
sori medicinally it should be with
conselentious caution and a senks of
grava bility. We are of the
opinion that the use ot alcoholie liquor
as 8 beverage is productive of nlarge
amonnt of physical disease; that it en-
tails diseased nppetites v offspring,
and that it is the canse of al per-
contage of the crime of our cities and
countty. We wonld welcome ang ju-
dicious and effective legislation—State
and National—which should ssck to
confine the traffic in aleohol to the le-
gitimate pur of medical and other
sciences, art and mechanism, — 200
phynicians of New York and

Of all the intoxicating driuks it

er] is the most animalizing, It
ulls the intelloctial and moral, and
feads the sensual and benstly nature.
Beyond all other drinks, it qualifies for
deliberate and unprovoked crimes.
this respect it is much worse than dis-
tilled liquors, A whisky-drinker will
commit murder only under the direct
excitement of liqguor,—a beer-drinker
is ¢npable of doing 1t In ocold blood.
& Tatge proportion of murderm dailber:
s murders, r-
ately pllpnned and executed without
a'ualon or malice, with no more mo-

e than the acquisition of property
or money, often of trlﬂi:g value, are
perpetrated by beer-drinkers. — Pa-
eli_g feda%zol Journal, indorsed by Home

ns. Co.

The use of beer is found to prodnce
a species of degeneration of all the
organs. * * * [Intellectunlly, »
stupor amounting almost to paralysis
arrests the reason, changing all the
higher facultics into a mere animalism,
sensunl, selfish, sluggish, varicd only
with paroxysms of anger that are sense-
less and brutal. In appearanmce the

beer-drinker mﬂh e picture of
henlth, but in he ls most ineap-
able of resisting Compared

with incbrintes who use different kinds
of alecohol, he §s more incurable. and
more rally diseased. It is our ob-
servation that beer-drinking in this

produces the very lowest kind
of inebriety, closely allied to eriminal
insanity. The most dangerous elass
of ruffians in our large cities are beer-
drinkers. Recourse to beer as a sub-
atitate for other forms of aleohol mere-

increases the danger and fatality.—
Z‘u‘(ﬁs Amerdmw o

{ THE RUM TRAFFIG.

Not Ouly m Useless Ocoupation, bet o
Carse to Humanity,

Jhe rum traffic stands slome. It
ministers to vice, to erime, to misery
and suffering. 1t is a monster vampire,
sucking the life-blood out of the body
politie. Itis mot only useless; it is a
curse to humanity. Thero is not an-
other human occupation of which this
can truthfully be said.

That the rum sraffic is pursued for
gain is the only thing it hasin com.
mon with the other fmruults AmMong
which it seeks to enroll itself. Bur its
profits are not legitimate ones. They

are not a proper percentage paid by
the commgnit ial:-e the :gnw!:dnnm
which it may afford, as are the profits
received the grooér, or butcher, or
merchant.

baker, or It m
money wrongfully takem, It bel
to wives, to childrem. It should

spent for food, for elothing, for fuel,
for furniture, for books, instead of go-
lnglnw the pockets of asaloon-keeper.
ut the great evil of the saloon is,
that it is constantly edueating the ris-
ing generation in the drink babit
erever & yo mMAD mMAY go
during his hours Jeisure, the sae
loon stands with open doors, Inviting
him within. He can there
if he be a

visitor In the saloon without payin,
footing; he drinks because some ons
asks him to, and he drinks again iz
order that he may Invite that person,
and' not remain under obligation,

wrote the Boman and the truth
of the ad is ved tens of thou-
sands of times every year in the United
Btates alone, in j'n:{mchouu as the




